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bidding good-bye to English ways, eager to confess their
"native" birth.
"The English ways we'd copy with such pains,
The British boots did stamp out from our brains !""
Blessed be the English Government ! May their throne be-
firm and their rule permanent. And the little tendency that
remained in me for taking to European ways vanished,,
thanks to the Americans. I was sorely troubled by an
overgrown beard, but no sooner did I peep into a hair-
cutting saloon than somebody called out, "This is no place
for such shabby-looking people as you." I thought that
perhaps seeing me so quaintly dressed in turban and Gerua-
cloak, the man was prejudiced against me. So I should
go and buy an English coat and hat. I was about to do-
this when fortunately I met an American gentleman wTho
explained to me that it was much better that I was dressed
in my Gerua cloak, for now the gentlemen would not take
me amiss, but if I dressed in European fashion, everybody
would chase me away. I met the same kind of treatment
in one or two other saloons. After which I began the
practice of shaving with my own hands. Once I was burn-
ing with hunger, and went into a restaurant, and asked for
a particular thing, whereupon the man said, "We do not
stock it." "Why, it is there." "Well, my good man,,
in plain language it means there is no place here for you
to sit and take your meal/' "And why ?" "Because no-
body will eat at the same table with you, for he will be
outcasted." Then America began to look agreeable to
me, somewhat like my own caste-ridden country. Out
with these differences of white and black, and this nicety
about the proportion of Aryan blood among the "natives"!
How awkward it looks for slaves to be over-fastidious about
pedigree! There was a Dom (a man of the sweeper-caste)
who used to say, "You won't find anywhere on earth a caste-
superior to ours. You must know we are Dom-m-m-s!" But